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| The Metamorphoſis of Baucis and Philemon, 
* Burleſqu d 3 Jrom the Sch Boo & Ovid. | 


N Ancient Times, as Story tells, 
The Saints would often leave their Cells, 
And ſtrole about, but hide their Quality, 
Totry good Peoples Hoſpitality. 
It happen'd on a Winter Night, 
As Authors of the Legend write, 
Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trade, 
Taking their Tour in Maſquerade, 
Diſguis'd in tatter*d Habits, went 
Toa ſmall Village down in Kent ; 
; Where in the Strolers Canting Strain, 
They btgg'd from Door to Door in vain, 
©#. Trydev'ry Tone might Pity win, 
But not a Soul would let them in. g f 
Our wand' ring Saints in woful State, . 
; | Treated at this ungodly Rate, 
Having through all the Village paſt, 
. ſmall Cottage came at laſt, 
Where dwelt a good honeſt Yeoman, 
Call'd in the Neighbourhood Philemon, 
Who kindly did the Saints invite 
In his poor Hut to paſs the Night 
4 us POO P 1 Al 


Then ſoftly curn'd aſide to view, 
Whether the Lights were burning blue, 
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And then the Hoſpital Stre. 


Bid goody Bauci mend the Fire, 
Whilſt he from out the N ok 
A Flirch of Bacon off the Hook, | 
Aud freely from the fatteſt Side 
Cut out large Slices to be fryd; 
ITben ſtep'd aſide to fetch them Drink, 
Fill'd a large Jug up to the Brink, 
And faw it fairly twice go round 
Vet (what is wonderful) they found, 
*T was ſtill repleniſh'd to the Top, 
As if they ne'er hadtouch'd a Drop, 
The good old Couple were amaz'd, 
And oſten on each other gaz d; 

For both were frighted to the Heart, 
And juſt began to cry, What art! 
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Ihe gentle Saints were ſoon A Ware on't, 


Told them their Calling, and their Errand: 


Good Folks, you need not be afraid, 

We are but Saints, the Hermits ſaid, 

No Hurt ſhall come to you ot yours; - , 
But for that pack of Churliſh Boors, 

Not fit to live on Chriſtian Ground, 

| They, and their Houſes ſhall be 3 88 
Whilſt you ſhall ſee your Cottage riſe, 


And grow a Church before your Eyes. 


= They ſcarce had ſpoke, when fair and ſoft, 
The Roof began to mount aloft; | 
p: | Aloft 


* 44 5 
Aloſt roſe ev'ry Beam, and Raſter, | * Fi 
The heavy Wall climb'd lowly after. . 
The Chimney widen'd, and grew higher, 
*| Becamea Steeple with a Spire, 1 
+ The Kettle to the Top was hoiſt, 
And there ſtood faſtned to a Joilt, 
Bur with the upſide down, to , 
Its inclination for below. | 
| In vain : For a Superiour Force 
Apply d at bottom (tops its Courſe, 
Doom d ever in ſuſpenſe to dwell ; | 5 
. *Tisnow no Kettle, but a Bell. „ N 
A Wooden Jack which had almoſt, 
Loſt by diſuſe the Art to Roaſt, 
: 1 A ſudden Alteration feels, 


Increaꝰ d by new inteſtine Wheels. 
But what exalts the Wonder mote, 
The Number made the Motion ſlower: 
Iy!be Flyer, though't had leaden Feet, 
Turn d round ſo quick, you ſcarce could ſee it, 
¶ | Bur flacken'd by ſome ſecret Power, 
Now hardly moves an Inch an Hour. 
The Jack and Chimney near ally d, | 
| Had never left each others ſide; 
The Chimney to a Stceple grown, 2 a, Þ 
The Jack would not be left alone, gh, 
But up againſt the Steeple rear'd, 

- Became a Clock, and ſtill adher d 
And ſill its Love to Houſhold Cares, 
* a (hrill Voĩce at Noon declares; 
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b Warningthe Cook-niaid not to bur 


1 3 — rr - 
— — !à.. Bo ee 
lt 888 
- * 7 


That Roaſt- meat which it cannot turn, 


The Groaning Chair began to crawl, 


| | Bake an huge Snail, along the Wall, | 


Then ſtuck aloft in publick view, 
And with ſmall Change a Pulpit grew. 


The Porringers that iu a Row,  « 
Hung high, and made a glitt ring ſhow, 


To a leſs noble Subſtance chaug d, 


Mere now but Leathern Buckets rang d. 


The Ballads paſted on the Wall, 

Of Joan of France, and Engliſh Mol, 
Fair Roſamond, and Robin-bood, 

The Little Children in the Wal, 


| Now feem'd to look abundance better, 


Improv'd in Picture, Size, and Letter, 
And high in Order plac'd, defcribe 
The Heraldry of of ey'ry Tribe. 

A Bedſtead of the Antique Mode, 


Compact of Timber, (many a Load) 


Such as our Anceſtors did uſe, 
Was Metamorphogd into Pews; 
Which ſtill their ancient Nature keep, 


Buy lodging Fol ks diſpos'd to ſleep. 
The Cottage by ſuch feats as theſe, 
Srovn to a Church by juſt degrees; 


The Hermits then deſir'd their Hoſt, 


| To ask for what he fancy'd moſt : 


Philemon having pausd a while 
Return d them thanks in homely Stile; 
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Then ſaid my Houſe is grown ſo fine, 
Methinks I ſtill would call it mine: 

Tm Old, and fain would live at eaſe, 
Make me the Parſon, if you pleaſe, : 
He ſpake, and preſently he feels 

His Graziers Coat fall down his Heels ; 

He ſees, yet hardly can believe, 

About each Arm a Pudding Sleeve: 

His Waſtecoat to a Caſſock grew, 

And both afſum'd a Sable Hue, 

But being Old, continu'd juſt 

As Thread - bare, and as full of Duſt. 

His Talk was now of Tithes, and Dues, 
Could ſmoak his Pipe, and read the News; 
Knew how to Preach old Sermons next, 
Vampt in the Preface and the Text. 

At Chriſtnings well could get his part, 
And had the Service all by Heart; 

Wiſh'd Women might have Children faſt, 
And thought whoſe Sow had Farrow'4 laſt. 
Againſt Diſſenters would repine, 
And ſtood up firm for Right Divine. 
Found his Head filld with many a Siſtem, 
But Claſſick Authors he ne'er miſꝰd them. 
They having furbiſh'd up a Parſon, 
Dame Baucs next they-play'd the Farce on, 
Inſtead of Home-ſpun quoifs were ſeen 
Good Pinners, edgd with Colbertcen : 
Her Petticoats trasform'd apace, 


Became Black Satin flounc'd wich Lace. 
4 


Plain Goody would no longer down, 
I was Madam in her Grogram Gown. 
\ Philemon was in great Surprize, 

And hardly could believe his Eyes, . 


Amazid to ſee her look ſo Prim, 


And ſhe admir'd as much at him. 


Thus happy in their Change of Life, : | 
Were ſeveral Years this Man and Wife; 


When on a Day which prov'd their laſt, | 


Diſcourſing on Old Storys paſt, 

They went by chance amidſt their Talk, 
To the Church-yard to take a Walk: 
When Baucs haſtily cry'd out, 

My Dear, I fee your Forchead ſprout. 


| Sprout, quoth the Man, what's this you tell us? 


J hope you dont believe me Jealous: 

But yet, methinks I feel it true, 

And truly yours is budding too. 
Nay now I cannot ſtir my Foot, 

It feels as if *rwere taking Root. 

D. ſcription would but tire my Muſe, 
In ſhort they both were turn'd to Ves. 
Old Goodman Dobſon of the Green, 

s Remembers he the Trees has ſeen; 
He'll talk of them from Noon till Night, 
And goes with Folks to ſhew the ſight: 
On Sundays after Ey'ning-Prayer, 

He gathers all the Pariſh there; 

Points out the Place of either Yew, - 
Here Bauch, there Philemon grew. 


Til 


; Till once a Parſon of our Town, 


0 


To mend his Barn cut Bauen down: SEN”: 


Ar which 'tis hard to be beliey'd, 


How much the other Tree was griey'd; 
Grew Surly, Died, at Top was Stunted, 


So the next Parſon Stubb'd, and burnt it. 
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To their Excellencies, &C. 
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The Humble Petition of Frances Harris, 
Who muſt ſtarve, and die a Maid, if it 
(miſcarries. 


Humbly ſbeweth, . ' 


Hat I went to warm my ſelf in Lady Betty's Cham- 
ber, becauſe I was Cold, 
And I had in a Purſe, 7/. and 4s. ( beſides Far- 
things) in Money, and Gold ; 


So becauſe I had been buyiũg 1 for my Lady laſt 
Night, 


I was refoly'd to tell my Money, to ſee if i it was | 
right: 


Now 


(100 

Now you muſt know, becauſe my Trunk has a very d 
bad Lock, 

Therefore all the Money I have, which, God knows, | 
is a very ſmall Stock, 

I keep in a Pocket ty d about my middle, next — 
Smock. 

So when | put up my Purſe, as God would have i it, *. 
my Smock was unript, 

And inſtead of putring it into my Pocket, down it 
flipt: 

Then the Bell rung, and I went down ſtairs to put my 
Lady to Bed, 

When, God knows, 1 thought my Mony was as fafe as 
my Maidenhead. 

So when I came up again, I found my Pocket very 
light, 5 
But when I ſearch'd and miſsd my Purſe, Lord! l 

thought I ſhould have ſunk outright : 


Lord! Madam, ſays Mary, how d'ye do? Indeed, ſays 


But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done with 


my Purſe! 

Lin help me, faid Mary, I never ſtirt'd out of this 
Place! 

Nay, ſaid I, I had it in Lady Betty's Chamber, that's 
*s aplain Caſe. | 
So Mary got me to Bed, and cover'd me up warm, 


However, ſhe ſtole away my Garters, that J might do 
* ſelf no Harm: 


E 


So! tutnbled and toſsd all Night, as you may ve 
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well think, 
But hardly ever fer my Eyes together, or ſlept a 
Wink. A 
Sol was dream'd, methought, that we went and ſearch'd 
the Folks mand. 
And ina Corner of Mrs. Duke's Box, ty'd in a Rag, the 
Mony was found. | 
Sonext Morning we told Whittle, — he fell a fwear- | 
ing; f 
Tben Mrs, Wadger came, and ſhe, you know, is thick ö 
o hearing; | 
Dame, ſaid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you wow! | 
© whata Loſs I have had? 


Nay, faid ſhe, my Lord “ Collway's Folks are all very | 
ſad. 


For my Lord t Dromedary comes a Tueſday without fail, 

Pugh ! ſaid l, but that's not the Buſineſs I ail. | 

Says Cary, ſays he, I have been a Setyant this Five and 
Twenty years, come Spring, 

And in all the Places I liy'd, I never heard of ſuch a} | 
Thing. | 

Ves, ſays the Steward, when 1 was at my Lady Shrewſ-\ 
bury's. 

Such a Thing as this happen'd juſt about the time of 
 Goosberries. 


So I went tothe Party ſuſpected, and found her full of 


Grief; 
Now. you know of all things in the, World I hate a 


Thief: Te How 
* zallaway. F Drog bda. 
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* I was reſoly'd to bring the Diſcourſe ny | 
about, 
Mrs. Dale x, ſaid 1, here's an ugly Accident has happen - | 
ce out; 

Tis not that 1 value the Mony Three Skips of a 
Loule. <P 
But the-thing I ſtand upon, is the Credit of the } 


Houſe ; 
Tis true, 51. and 45, and 6 4 makes 2 great Hole 
in my Wages, 
Beſides, as they ſay, Service is no laherirance in theſe 
Ages. 
* Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every Body under-, 
nds, 
That tho? tis hard to judge biony can't go wirhout 
Hands. 
The Devil take me, laid ſhe, bleing her ſelf, if ever I 
ſaw't! 
x Fo the roard like a Bedlam, as tho? I had * ber! to 
naught; 
bo you know, what could | ray to ber any more, 
een left her, and came away as wiſe as I was be- 


* 
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ſore. 6 . 
Well : But then they would have had me gone to the 
Cunning Man; |, 


o, faid I, tis the ſame thing, the Chaplain will be here 
> anon. | 
o the Chaplain came in; now tho Servants ſay, he is * 
my Sweet- heart, "a 
xcauſe he's always in my Chatiber, and I always take 
his Part; SO, 


1 8 OE 
| Sa as the Devil would have it, before I'was aware, Ol 


[ blunder'd, 


: Parſon, ſaid I, can you caſt a Nativity, when a Boch x 


plunder'd ? , 
Now you muſt know, he hates to be calld 1 - like 


the Devil, 


Truly, ſaid he, Mrs, Nah. it might become your to be 8 
more civil : 


If your Mony be gone, as a Learned Dives ſays, dye 


ſee, 

Vou are no Text for my handling, take that from 
me: 

| = never taken for a Conjurer before; rd have you 

now. 

Lord, ſaid I, don't be angry, I'm ſure i never thought 
you ſo; 

You know, l honour the Cloth, 1 deſign to be a Parſor's 
Wife, 

I never too one in your Cont for a Corjurer in all my | 
Life: J 

With that, he twiſted his Girdle like.a Rope, as who 3 
ſhould fay, 

Now you may go hang your ſelf for me, and ſo went 
away. 

Well, I thought I ſhould have ſwoon'd ; Lord, aid I, 


wha ſhall I do? X 
I haye loſt my. Mony, and hall loſe my True- Love 


OC. | 
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| Thea | 
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ſio will J. 

On bur, (aid I, what if after all-my Chaplain rent 
come to? 

For that, he ſaid, (and't pleaſe your bu Imuſt 

—— 


T he Premiſſes tenderly conſider d, I defire your Es- 
cellencies Protection, 

And that I may have ſhare in next Sunday: Col- 
lection: 

And over and above, that I may have your Excellen- 
| cies Letter, 

Witch an Order rib Chaplin aforeſaid ; or inſtead 
| So rom Poor Petitioner, both Night and Day, 
Or the Choplain, for tis his Trede, as in Duty 
+ bound, ſhall Pro. N 


AN 
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Then my Lodcalld me; Harrs, ſaid my Lord, dent | 
| X24 hin towards thy Loſs ;and ſays my Lady 6,7 
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Ail, Sacred Solitude! from this calm Bay, 


On Rocks of Hopes and Fears, I ſee em toſs'd 
On Rocks of Folly, and of Vice I ſee em loſt : 


UPON 


I view the World's Tempeſtuous Sea, 
And with wiſe Pride deſpife 
All thoſe ſenſeleſs Vanities : 
With Pity mov d for others, caſt away 


Some the prevailing Malice of the Grear, 
Unhappy Men, or Adverſe Fate, 

Sunk deep into the Gulphs of an afflicted State. + 

But more, far more, a numberleſs prodigious Traig, 

Whilſt Virtue courts em, but alas in vain, 4 
Fly from her kind embracing Arms, 


Deaf to her fondeſt Call, blind to her greateſt Charms 
And ſunk in Pleaſures, and in brutiſh Eaſe, 


They in their Shipwreck'd State themſelves obdurate 
pleaſe. | Rs 
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Hail, Sacted Solitude, Soul of my Soul, 
It is by thee 1 truly live, 
Thou doſt me better Life and nobler Vigor give 

Doſt each unruly wy N controul : © 

Thy conſtant Quiet fills my peaceful Breaſt, 

Wich unmix'd Joy, uninterrupted reſt. 

- Prefuming Love does ne er invade | 
This private Solitary Shade; 


SL 


Aud with fantaſtick Wounds, by Beauty made, 

The Joy has no Allay of Jealouſy, Hope, and Fear, 
The Solid Comforts of this happy Sphere ; 

2H Yet lexalted Love admire, 

| . Friendſhip, abhorring ſordid Gain, 

And purified from Luſt's diſhoneſt Stain : 

Nor is it for my Solitude unfit 


For l am with my Friend alone, 


i f As if we were but one; 
+ ?Tisrhe polluted Love that multiplies, 


Bur Friendſhip does two Sous in one compriſc. 


| Here in a full and conſtant Tide doth flow 
All Bleffings Man can hope to know; 
Here ia a deep Receſs of Thought we find | 
pleaſures which entertain, and which exalt the Mind; 
EPlcaſurcs which do from Friendſhip and from Know- 
= ledperiſe, | 
Which make us happy, as they make us wiſe. 
Here may I always on this downy Graſs, 
Uaſcen, unknown; my eaſy Minutes paſs ; 
Till with a gentle Force Victorious Death 
My Solitude invade, 
And ſtopping for a-while my Breath, 
With Eaſe convey me to a beiter Shade. 


